The Baker's Wife                                           28$
though the domestic situation had as yet shown no
signs of improvement. Camille was still irritable
and antagonistic in her attitude to him. In the
afternoons she withdrew herself enigmatically to
her bedroom and he felt somehow that the large
package was instrumental in keeping her there
behind the locked door. Gradually he began to
find the secret upstairs more aggravating than the
sight of Camille's lover had ever been. The pack-
age was a tantalising problem which was never far
absent from his unhappy thoughts in the bakehouse.
*                 *                 *
ONE Sunday afternoon Perlette was scanning the
photographs of her favourite vedettes in a film
magazine. She was alone in the restaurant. Her
mother had gone to tea with the parish priest and
Lucien was with a companion on the plage. Her
father had left the restaurant moodily when his
baking was concluded. She found the opportunity
a good one to arrange her hair according to the
latest film fashions. Before the big mirror she
cajoled her dark locks into an Edwardian style,
pouting a little at the unlooked-for effect. She
doubted if the chasseurs Alphins would appreciate
such a revolutionary method of hairdressing. Her
tresses were still disarranged in the throes of the
new mode when a commotion in the doorway made
her turn round hastily------
She shrieked in alarm, for her father was standing
there, swaying drunkenly to and fro, an axe in his
grip.
"He's going to murder maman," she thought,.